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ON FLATS. 


““ 


lwavs deseribed as being 
it is just as well to find out what | 

late is referred to. 
Are you surprised that all your win- 
are overlooked by neighbours ? 
t's nothing! Heaps of little things 
been overlooked by the landlord 


} 


lake the “ Best Bedroom.” Of course 
ibt it 7s the best... ——— 

f the three. “Best” is, 

ter all, only a_ relative 


We doubt, however, 
her this is the expres- 
u will make use of, 

1 ever come to sleep 
If you should, please 
ember that the neigh- 
scan hear every word. 
fhe “Dining Room” 
' a smile!) has this 
ntage. By standing 
middle of the room 

n put all the pictures 
cht without moving. 
u will have to do 
every time a District 


this is an 


n passes, 
lt is, however, the only 
lhe “Drawing Room” 
doubt so called be- 
ise it has a beautiful 
north light which, we 


b artists find indis- 
ensable. 

And just look at the 

s in the fireplace Pe 
No, you are quite right to 

n your feelings ; this 

1 family paper. 

The “ Hall,” you will ob- 
serve, is one of those long 
thin halls so fashionable 
n Flatland. We ourselves 

uld have called it a 





ssage. 

It is lighted by a “ bor- 
rowed light” which might 
ist as well be returned 
who lent 


) the person 
it for all the good it is 


COALS ? 


noe 





usay? Wait a bit; shut the door... 
. Now there is plenty 
' room to get into the bath, if you 
lon't have a chair or a towel in the 


room. 
See how 


you see 


The “Kitchen” is nice. 
thoughtfully they have put the window 
pposite the range, so that the cook 
shall not have the glare in her eyes 
when she is stirring the soup ! 

What’s that you say? You have 


VOL, CXXXII, 


well then 


One minute please ! 
think that it is a coal-cupboard ? 

Look! what are those three pegs for ? 

Do people put pegs in coal-cupboards ? 

Must we tell you what it is? Very 
... That, Madam, we beg 
most humbly to inform you, THaT is the 


! 


‘“*Servant’s Bedroom” ! 





INSTEAD OF GOING TO THE EXPENSE OF INSURING 
ADOPT THE ABOVE PRECAUTIONS DURING THE ASCENT OF Many ANN WITH THE 
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|found a positively delightful coal-cup- | 
board which makes up for everything, | 
Avrmoven the sanitary arrangements as so few flats have any accommodation 
up-to- | for coal ? 
Do you really 





YOUR 
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And he blew on his fist and hissed, 
And he cocked his eye awry. 


He eyed McBrive in his pride, 
As he shred the shag in his bow! 
And he lurched to his side, astride, 
To talk with a hero-soul. 


’ 


“Each rip of a rock,” said he, 
And he handed Mick a light, 
“'To old Kilkae and the sea, 


You know it by day and night?” | 


The pilot shaded the 
light, 
And he puffed till the 
bowl was red : 
* By day and by night 
you 're right 
Teetotal or tight,” he 
said. 


There came a knock and 
a shock, 
And the passengers 
rushed from bed: 
** Ay, every rock o’ the 
flock : 
We're on wan o’ thim 
now,” he said, 


AN ARITHMETIC PAPER. 


1.— Mr. Tomas Brown 
niGG, Who keeps a china and | 
crockery shop, has 149 | 
i upon his shelves. 
A lady calls in the morn 
ing and buys two vases, a 
boy calls in the afternoon | 
and buys a penny mug, | 
and a bull, passing down | 
the street, calls in the 
evening. Mr. Brownrice 
is wearing a red waistcoat. 
State how many pieces of 
crockery are in Mr. Browy- 
niGG’s shop at closing time. 


pieces 





u.—An Englishman, an 
Irishman, and a Scotch 
man come to a ferry on | 
a cold day in mid-winter. | 
The ferryman states that | 
he can only take one pas- | 
at a time, | 


; senger across 
\OMESTIC, WHY NOT . 
DOMESTIC, WHY NOT and that owing to the 


severity of the weather his 
- charge will be sixpence 





Ah! the “Bathroom.” Very small; THE PILOT OF THE SHANNON. 
Tue mighty Micky McBrive 


Was working her out to sea: 


Pride of the Shannon-side, 


And prince of the pilots, he. 


There came a little chap 


Of the peery-query school, 
With his ears in the flap of his cap, 


And an eyeglass and a stool. 


He looked at the rising mist, 
And he looked at the lowering sky, 


H 


instead of threepence. The Englishman 
demurs, but finally pays and goes over ; 
the Irishman demurs also, but finally 
also goes over. 

In how many strokes did the Scotch 
man swim across ? 

ut.—Miss Tasrrna Timmins is half a 
mile from home at 6.12 p.m. At 6.18, 
when she is a quarter of a mile from 
home, she sees a mouse. 

How many seconds before 6.20 was | 
she at home? 
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| set to work and struck eleven. 








110 
NATURE STUDIES. 
Tur Beproom Cock. 
I nave no liking for clocks at any time: that is to say, for 
clocks that go So |] ng as they are content to be silent 


ornaments I can tolerate 


uway under their hands or to hear them announce 
in their brazer death of the hours. But of all clocks 
the 1 clock is the most dete stable, for it adds to its 
ore irritations the capacity to keep a man awake by its 
infamous ticking and its ruthless pedantical striking. 

In the matter of this particular clock, however, I had no 
option, for it stood on the mantelpiece of a bedroom which 
had been assi It was an honour 
able room, for it had once been a sitting-room, and amongst 
the relics of its former splendour it stiil retained this mauso- 
leum of black marble which did duty asa time-piece. Nothing 


them, but | hate to see the irre vocable 
minutes sliy 
ces the 
bedr woTT 


inary 


gr ed tome in a seasice hotel. 





more ponderous and gigantic could well be conceived. It | 


was as solid as the British constitution, and, apparently, as 
immovable as a well-fed Archbishop. It seemed, when first 
I saw it, to add an air of traditional comfort and dignified 
repose to the apartment in which my nights were to be passed. 

When the moment for turning in had arrived, I slipped 
luxuriously into an acre of bed and be gan to compose myself 
to sleep. It was then that I first noticed the ticking of the 
clock. I had entered my bed on the side nearest to the fire- 
place (where, by the way, a cheerful fire was burning), but 
under the stress of this regulated din I soon moved away 
until I found myself lying on the extreme edge close to the 
door. It in vain. The ticking which had been so 
gentle in the daytime now sounded like reiterated strokes of 
[ began to doubt my powers of sleep. Perbaps if | 
but before I could 
do this the clock committed an enormous imprudence: it 
sig Ben was a baby to it. 
At the third stroke I was out of bed, 


was 


doom 
wound my sheet tightly round my ears 


Boo-oom ! ! 


Boom ! 
conflict. 

Of course I had determined to stop it. 
the height at which it stood made the operation difficult, but 
I was not in the mood for being stayed by difficulties, and | 
made up my mind at all costs to get at its back, where, | 
judged, I should find a lid that would give me access to its 
pendulum. First I tried to draw it bodily towards me, but 
it resisted successfully. 1 then seized one side of it, and by 
the application of great strength managed to return the 
penny, or rather to dislodge the clock. Slowly and reluctantly 
and with a horrid scraping noise of marble on wood it pivoted 


iI finally triumphed over it, not without tears and silent 
| execrations. 





| and the clock and I faced one another prepared for a desperate | 


Its weight and | 


and came away in my hands until [ had got it to an angle of | 


15. 
pull the clock still further before I could lay open‘its works. 


[ saw the lid, but it opened the wrong way, and I had to| 


At last I did it, and then, cautiously inserting an eager finger, | 


stopped the pendulum. Five minutes for refreshments. 

Of course I couldn’t leave the clock in this absurd position. 
The chambermaid would have spotted it on the following 
morning ; she would have suspected me of having committed 
some complicated tort upon the furniture, and in any case 
the clock would have been set going again. I was compelled, 
therefore, to move it back. I began with great care, but the 
shameless thing stuck so obstinately that at last I pressed too 
hard; it jerked and jolted, and—tick! tick! 
once more in full blast. End of round two, with a knock 
down blow for me. 

By this time my legs were scorching, and I was in a 
profuse state of perspiration. 
with the bed-cover round my waist and came up to the scratch 
again. Rounds three and four need not be described at any 


length, for they were an exact repetition of rounds one and 
two. The clock had now got its back against the wall and. 
in order to mark its triumph, had struck the quarter after 


To save my legs I girt myself | 


there it was| 





l'on his weekly round to regulate the hotel clocks. 
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eleven in the manner of a cathedral. What was to be don 
If I could somehow stop the pendulum without shifting ; 
clock—-Eureka! I would incline its top over until tly 
pendulum was pressed up against the works and stopy 
and then I would slowly allow the clock to settle back ag 
No sooner thought than done. I took hold of the top ; 
with a mighty muscular effort inclined it over. Cras 
Bing!! Boom!!! The pendulum dropped off its hing 
and the clock began to tick violently at the rate of a mill 
to the minute. The hands went travelling with a visi! 
celerity over its face. Ina brace of shakes it would stri| 
twelve, and so go on striking with hardly an interval all nigl, 
through. 

[ shall not relate in detail how I moved it again; how | 
opened its infernal lid; how a hole was singed in the be 
cover: how I fished in the clock’s entrails and found an 
replaced the pendulum (for by no human power could I sto; 
the curtailed hinge from ticking away the night); and hoy 


On the following morning the clock-man can 


day my clock was going again. There was nothing for it 


I changed my room. 





THE CONSTANT LOVERS; OR, THE AGE TO MARRY 


rf“ A woman of Stevenage, Herts, aged seventy-six, is going out t 


Australia to marry her old lover, whom she last lost trace of fifty years 
Since their separation the woman has been married three times 


ago 
and the man four.”—Daily Chronicle. } 


She. 


Turoven all the long years that have passed since you 


courted me 
Fifty long years, to confess to the truth 
Constant affection alone has supported me, 

Love for the lad who was king of my youth. 
True, since we parted my name has kept altering, 
Orange has frequently bloomed on my brow, 
But while on my lips the coy ‘“‘ Yesses”’ were faltering, 

I was adoring thee then, love, as now. 
No girlish passion mine, 
No blustering fusee 
Which flares a bit when it is lit 
And then goes O-U-T, 
A passion more divine 
Within this bosom rages ; 
The furnace hot which dwindles not 
Is only ripe old-age’s. 


He. 
While you, little lovebird, were Tom-Dick-and-Harrying, 
Wooed by the swains in the land of your birth, 
I, like yourself, was persistently marrying 
Far, far away at the ends of the earth. 
But, spite of appearances, dear, of a surety 
Still to my earliest love I was true, 
And now my fond heart in the bloom of maturity 
Beats more than ever, beloved, for you. 
No boyish passion mine, ete. 


Together. 
The poets may prate—and there always are plenty, dear, 
Ready to harp on that elderly string 
Of passionate youth and divine sweet-and-twenty, dear — 
I have no patience with that sort of thing. 
Your lasses and lads lose their hearts all too readily ; 
Love is a passion for women and men; 
Then here’s to the flame that has learnt to burn steadily! 
Love isn’t love till youre threescore-and-ten. 
N } boyish | 


. | girlish f passion mine, etc. 


At mid- 
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THE MAMMOTH DIN CITY. 
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THE EXTREME PE 


She. “ WHAT DO YOU THINK OF HIS EXECUTION 


BURNS TRANSLATED. 

Dear Mr. Puncu,—The immortal name of Rosert Burs 
has been so much in everybody's mouth of late that I venture 

call attention (through the medium of your columns) to my 
forthcoming translation of the great Scots poet. As doubtless 

i have noticed, previous editions of his works have been 
published in the original tongue in which they were written ; 
ind although in most cases a Scots-English Dictionary has 
been superadded, yet to a busy man the business of looking 
up each word separately, and of working out a translation for 
imself, must have been an unduly laborious one. 

In my translations I have endeavoured throughout to 
ender the thoughts of Burns in all the directness and 
simplicity of their original diction ; and if, to accomplish this, 

have been compelled occasionally to sacrifice the lilt and 
iusical sweetness of the immortal ploughman’s verse, yet a 
ttle reflection will show that some such sacrifice was 

evitable. Rhyme and reason seldom go together, and, in 

interests of humanity, I have thought it best to preserve 

the reason at the loss of a rhyme or two; for, in the works of 
i master, the substance is ever preferable to the shadow. 

But perhaps this is better shown by means of an example ; 

d I am therefore taking the liberty of enclosing a specimen 
translation, which, I trust, you will put before your readers. 


I am, &c., Axovus McJones. 


Avtp- Lana Syne. 
I. 
It would be a most improper proceeding to cancel the claims 
of antique friendship ; 
And to refrain from remembering them ; 


JONDON CHARIVARLI. 


wr a 
PA 


NALTY. 


He. “I’m 1s Favour oF IT.” 


9” 


That is why we ask if such connections should be foregone, 
Together with the days that were a long while since ? 
Chorus. 
A long while ago, my dear, 
In other days ; 
We will partake of the proffered_refreslment 
For the sake of the past. 


If. 
Each of us has run all over the place 
And gone daisy-picking ; 
But we have become dead-dog-tired 
Since those days. [Chorus as before. 
It, 

We have gone paddling by the sad sea waves from shortly 
after breakfast until the boarding-house gong has | 
sounded for luncheon, 

But you have been dwelling in another parish since then. | 
[Chorus as before. | 
IV. 

Still, considering all things, I offer you my hand, 

If you will condescend to extend your digits towards me ; 

And, if we have sufficient wealth between us to account for | 
the diversion, we will just have twopennyworth more 
to be shared in equal parts, 

For the sake of the days that have been. 


Chorus. 
A long while ago, my dear, 
In other days ; 
We will partake of the proffered refreshment 
For the sake of the past. 














i 
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A TRAP FOR COUNTRY MICE. 
Me. Punon’s Unrrustwortuy Guipe To 
LONDON. 
Caarrern XXV. 
The Mint. 


Ler us begin by saying that it is 
quite useless to Carry (as many do a 
large empty bag or sack to the Mint 


because such things are taken away 
vyhen you go in, and every one is care 
fully searched on leaving. It is even 
impossible to secrete a few small coins 
uch as half -sovereigns, 
threepenny bits) under the tongue, for a 
special official, with an excellent dental 
d ploma, is there for no other purpose 


sixpences, 


than to foil such ingenuity 

lhe first room that one enters, after 
having all one’s pockets 
sewn up and receptact les 
removed, is the metal 
room. Here are huge 
its of melted gold and 
ilver and bronze. In 
he next room is the 
lloy, for if pure metal 
were used the sovereigns 
would be so soft that 
people might take them 
for cough lozenges. 
In the next room are 
the moulds into which 
the metal is poured. 
In the next the coins 
ire milled, a large staff 
f old pugilists being 
retained for this pur 
pose. This room is 
known as The Floss. <A 
notice over the door 





the most popular of the workmen half-a- 
crown for some petty act of insubordina- 
tion. ‘The result was that all the hands 
came out. For a while the greatest 
consternation prevailed, as it was feared 
that a money famine would ensue, but 
by a brilliant inspiration the manage 
ment, acting in co-operation with the 
police (who notoriously know the 
addresses of all the leading criminals), 
persuaded a number of the most expert 
coiners in London and the provinces 
to lend their services. In spite of de- 
termined pickets these brave fellows 
were at their posts regularly every 
day, and thus the difficulty was tided 
over until the strikers came to their 
senses. The snidesmen then returned 
to their dens and resumed their proper 
trade. 


[Fesrvary 13, 1907. 


Thus, in the old days a bus conductor, 
wishing his driver to advance the vehicle 
a few yards along the kerb at one of the 
regular stopping places, used to express 
his needs verbosely. One of the first 
duties of the new phrase-coining depart- 
ment at the Mint was to provide him 
with the terse command “ Irerup.” 


Cuaprer XXIX. 
Attempts. 
Several desperate attempts have been 


made on the Mint, but none have been 
successful. The latest is our own. 








SHAKSPEARE CLARIFIED. 
SHAKSPEARE was, of course, the “‘ Shaw 
of Avon.” This explains, and to a 
certain extent excuses, 





—_——-----—- 
Sweek of McK Pome TS 
mA t ane CEMALE 


many obscurities in his 
plays. To the learned 
scholiasts and commen- 
tators who have habitu- 
ally misunderstood this 
great man, these notes 
are cheerfully dedicated. 


“ Othello’s occupation’s 
gone!” 


What was his occupa- 
tion? Some have sug- 
gested, from his colour, 
that he ran a Moor 
and Burgess touring 
minstrel company, but 
there are grave objec- 
tions to this view. Moor 
granted, who was 
Burgess? No! 

Othello typified the 
country-house Smart Set 
man of SHAKSPEARE’S 





says, ‘‘ Threepenny bits 

not admitted This 

refusal to allow thre 

penny bits to be milled Ol 


led some years agotoa 


demonstration on their 


part But although they got Dr. 
PANNER to speak for them, it was 
useless 

The chief of the Millers, from his 
Mephi stoy helean appearance, 1s known as 
CGioErH Picture postcards of him, with 


his head on Mr Justice Dari ING'S body, 
bought at the door. He lives 
entirely on créme de menthe ; he wears a 


Tay be 
white hat (for obvious reasons); and 
loesn't care a Dee. 


Cuarrer XX VI. 
The Creat Strike. 


In the next room is the mastiff, who is 
retained to bite the coins to see if they 
are good. This reminds us that the 
most interesting chapter in the history 

f the Mint was the great strike of 1873, 
wing to the high-handed conduct of 
an over-zealous official, who fined one of 





R UNTRUSTWORTHY 
VISITORS BEING CONDUCTED THROUGH THE MINT. 
Cuaprer XXVII. 

Mint Nicknames. 

All the officials of the Mint have their 


pet names. Thus the Governor is known 
is “* Cuartes Lams,” and the head of the 
Shilling Department, ** Boss.” 


Cuarrer XXVIII. 

Other Coinages. 

Money is not the only thing coined at 
the Mint. It may not be generally known 
that phrases are coined there too. Three 
or four rooms are devoted to this purpose, 
where some of the ablest of Fleet Street’s 
young brains meet three or four times a 
week toenrich the language. All the 
best new words and locutions are in- 
vented here. This department has not 
long been opened, but it has been found 
to be of the greatest service. All kinds 
of people resort to it for assistance. 


ARTIST IN LONDON, 


day. 

“Rude am I in my 
speech” gives the clue 
to his character at once. 

“Were it my cue to fight, I should 
have known it without a prompter”’ 
shows clearly that he was experienced 
in country-house theatricals. A hint 
as to his restaurant mode of life is given 
by “I shall not dine at home,” while 
the most conclusive proof of all comes in 
the last Act. Othello smothered Desde- 
mona in a pillow-fight ! 


Why did Shakspeare give Bohemia a sea- 
coast in the “ Winter's Tale”? 

This has been put down to sheer 
ignorance. Shallow critics, to miss the 
obvious symbolism of it! Are not all 
Bohemians waiting for their ships to 
reach shore ? 

(To be continued. 





“ Lady recommends 2d. or single as maid.” 
Scotsman. 
Mr. Punch modestly recommends 3d. 
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TO A SEAGULL. 


(mp of the air’s illimitable zone, 
Thou spirit daughter of the sea and 
Full many a bard has ta’en thee for his 
own, 
And so, of course, do I. 


In thee the winged symbol of Romance, 
The finer spirit panting to be free, 
Sees what, if only given half a chance, 

He might aspire to be. 


A soul ethereal, pining to discard 
All earthly ties and live at Nature’s 
beck 
And that, if I may say so, ’s where the 
bard 
Is talking through his neck. 


Thou to the baser, more material mind 
Art but a wildfowl, and as such endued 
By kindly Nature with an unrefined 
But lively lust for food. 


Nor artthou such a thingas I should deem 
Could lend enchantment to a poet's 
views ; 
More cogent reasons urge thee as a theme 
For ALcou’s tragic Muse. 


( when, my bosom bound in triple brass, 
I lay on deck, a prey to fierce unrest, 

What time, a sailor, I designed to pass 
The Channel's foaming crest, 


[hine was the voice invoked mine ears, 
above 
The throb of engines and the tempest’s 
breath, 
\s I lay prone, and more than half in love 
With easeful death. 


Thine was the genial but derisive yell 
That jeered at me as, striving all in vain 
To look as if I hadn’t been unwell, 
I crept on land again. 


And later, tossing in a restless sleep 
Born of the swaying of the Paris Mail, 
I felt anew the terrors of the deep, 
And heard thy mocking wail. 


Once more (in dreams) I strewed that 
leeward bench, 
The helpless plaything of the raging 
blast, 
Feeling convinced that each 
wrench 
Would surely be my last. 


internal 


\nd now I never stroll upon the beach 
And watch thee soaring blithely over- 
head ; 
Ur pause on London Bridge and hear 
thee screech 
For casual doles of bread, 


But poignant memory conjures up anew 
That sickening hour when I essayed to 
; brave, 
With ignominious results, the blue 
And oh! so restless wave!  ALcoL. 











Waitreas (handing stodgy looking steak 
“ INDIGESTION, 


American Customer. 
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“AND WHAT WILL You 
I cuess! 

































HAVE TO FOLLOW, Sir?” 


” 








THE USELESS WILES RESTAURANT. 


[With apologies to the enterprising pro 
gramme of another restaurant of similar name 


Ideal Luncheon Menu for 1s. 6d. 


Ape-nuts Soup. 
Mussels. 

Anterior Deltoid of Cabbage 
with Proteid Sauce. 
Plasmon Chops and Samson Tyres 
A deep Breath. 
Sandowiches. 





Programme of Lectures, social afternoons. 
Every Friday: 
Scullery Demonstration, of 5 courses. 
(Chutney to Shortcake. 
Every other Friday: Lectures. 


C. B. Fry 


on ‘‘Cocoa and Concen- 
tration.” 


Hyarexe Santé on “ . — and Develop- 


followed by a ioe Bath. 





W. T. Sreap on “ Posing.” 
SMACKENHIT on “ Wrestle’s Milk.” 
Eustace Mies, | on “ Sterno-Cleido-Mas- 
M.A. f toids I have met.” 
Wituiam Sixes on “ Shoplifting.” 


Notes may be taken and no questions 
asked. 


=—_—_ 





“Saturday was vanishing day at the Royal 
Hibernian Academy.”—Cork Constitution 


Vanisuinc Day in England starts | 
directly after Sending-in Day, and con 
tinues for some weeks. No doubt it is 
the same in Ireland. 


“The Marquis pe SoveraL ia one of the 
best dressed men in Society. He docs not 
play Bridge, but his ready wit makes up for 
the deficiency.’’— Tatler 

Tus is unlike most people, who are 
not readily witty, but make up for it 
by playing Bridge. 
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MY SAD NOVEL. 
| I | | ] | ar notion VY omy characte rs W uld have 
e come to that delightful 


1 


narty in ¢ pter | But I thought CriopacH 


k, ques | _\y iN (blonde, stalwart hero), Lord 
VILLANoot l-preserved and wealthy villain), and Lady 
S MALrRavi blonde she-villain) might be trusted any- 
wher However, after that evening at Bridge ten-pound 
| ts 1 ten thousand | unds on the rubber—I had 
ed Cy H to meet Lord Vittancovrr in the billiard 

room. \ I had ordered to be asleep under the table and 


to wake up just in time t ee the wicked peer give CLopAGH 


icheque. Then he was to emerge and demand an expla- 
nation, which the proud CLropacn would refuse. Thus right 
it the beginning there was a beautiful misunderstanding. 


Of course in Chapter 40 it would be explained that Lord 
ViLLANcourT was merely paying his annual subscription to 

the local Mothers’ Meeting.) Nothing could have been 

simpler than the hero’s words —“ Cropacu, what means this ? 

Why do you take money from this unprincipled reprobate ?” 
Would you believe that instead that wretched VIVIAN said, 
('ropacn — halves!” 

Vivian,” I remonstrated, “at the very outset of the novel 
you have made yourself unsympathetic. The Times Book 
(lub will never send an emissary disguised as an Indian 
Raja to get fifty copies of your adventures at wholesale 
A few more indiscretions of this kind, Sir, and I shall 
cast you into an inebriates home for the rest of the novel.”’) 

However there was still hope. | hid Cropacu behind a 
palm in the conservatory. Before her very eyes VIVIAN 
Lady Sue Macrravers and exclaimed, “I have 
vays loved you dearly, Sue.” (In Chapter 41 I would hav 
wn that Lady Sve had untruthfully told Vivian that she 
was his sister by his father’s first wife When CLopacu 
heard this declaration she was to denounce ViviAN as a base 
deceiver. Instead the humorous little wretch remarked, 

When you've quite finished kidding the old girl, Vivir, 
you might take me down to supper.” 

Cropacu,” I exclaimed, “you are ruining my plot by 


Will Mr. Hoorer pose as the head of an Ice 


price 


embi wed 
J 


| landie Free Library to get copies of your adventures at thirty 


per cent. discount? Be very careful, or you shall be thrown 
from a motor and lose your fatal beauty.” 

There was just an atom of hope left. Lady Sue was to 
open a parcel by mistake which was addressed to Vivian, and 
even pounds ol morphia were to be seattered on the 
breakfast table. In Chapter 42 it would be described how 
Lord Vittaxncourr had induced Vivian to order this for him, 
refused further credit. The falling of the 


morphia was CLopacn’s cue. In a beautiful Walls-of-Jericho 


speech she v 


his chemist 


is to denounce VivIAN as a miserable, enervated 
! ry lin ireiene Would you believe 
it the deceitful hussy exclaimed, “ I wish you'd lend me 
your hypodermic syringe, Vivie. Mine's broken.” 


und cast him off for ever. 


i} 


Ciopacu,” | said angrily, “1 can trust you no longer. 
You shall be married in the next chapter, and | hope your 
husband will beat you. Do you think Mr. Hooper will 


| put on green spectacles and false whiskers to get copies 


f such life and crimes as yours on the cheap ?”’) 
Still, | felt the marriage would make up for much. 
| 


SuUCiL 


I had 
a lovely description of bride and bridesmaids’ dresses 
| had copied from The Lady. Anyhow, the novel would 


| be certain of a fine circulation amongst dressmakers. But 


those wretched characters threw me over once more. VIVIAN 
and Ctiopacn slipped out and were married at a registry 
office—without bridesmaids, or wedding-cake, or cheering 
peasantry—without even the special hymns I had chosen for 


the occasion. 


LONDON CHARIVARL, | 








-_ -4—__ ll 





| Fepruary 13, 1907. 


I met them just as they had perpetrated this last outrage. 
“Czopacu and Vivian,” I cried, “ your author curses you. But 
your ingratitude shall be sorely punished. You shall never 
get published at all.” And they didn't. 








THE SIMPLE PLAN. 


(“The true way to keep young in body is to keep young in heart, to 
face life with that optimism, freedom from foreboding, and light- 
heartedness which are the usual accompaniments of youth.” —Gentle- 
roman. | 
Dear ladies, I sigh when I see how you fly with a tremulous 
fear to vour glasses 

To find if a trace has been left on your face by old Father 
Time as he passes. 

Each vanishing charm you peruse with alarm; each wrinkle 
and crinkle you study, 

And you get quite a turn when you suddenly learn your 
complexion begins to grow muddy. 

You shrink when you light on a hair that is white, but 
rather than weakly surrender, 

With a twist and a tweak and a half-suppressed squeak, you 
pluck from its place the offender. 


My heart becomes sore (as I hinted before) to reflect on the 
sorrows you go through 

When you first ascertain that your efforts are vain and that 
age is beginning to show through. 

int, ladies, why bear such a burden of care? 
again, why endure it ? 

[’ve studied the cause of old age and its laws, and I’m only 
too ready to cure it. 

Then away with the puff and your ointments and stuff! 
Away with your powder and lotions, 

For, to tell you the truth, the whole secret of youth is to 
cultivate proper emotions. 


I ask you 


You need hardly be told you will never grow old if you cling 
to youth's characteristic. 

Then, ladies, be bright! Let your hearts remain light, and 
your outlook on life optimistic ! 

You must always refuse to give way to the blues: there is 
nothing that proves so corroding 

To the bloom that is seen on the cheek of eighteen as the 
trick one may get of foreboding. 

Whatever befall, never worry at all. 
to hurry e 

The lines that Time ploughs on your lily-white brows, you 
never —no, never— must worry. 


If you are not desirous 


So, happen what may, still contrive to be gay 
chauffeur elopes with your daughter, 

Though the butler is found lying prone on the ground in a 
puddle of something and water, 

Though the boys catch the mumps and come out in big 
lumps, though the parlourmaid wakes in the morning 

With a touch of the flu, and the tweenymaid too, and the 
cook says she wants to give warning. 

It is simply a knack, when you’re stretched on the rack and 
the dentist is cracking your jaw-bones, 

Not to think of the tooth, but remember your youth, and to 
smile in the face of the saw-bones. 


though the 








Get On or Get Out. 


“A visitor, in proposing the donor’s health, wondered how he built 
up such a fine business, and Mr. B., in reply, said he could easily 
enlighten them. ... . He gave each man a week’s holiday every day. 

South Wales Echo. 

Tus is all very well, but so few of us can spare the time 
to do that. Next tip, please. 
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Churchwarden’s Wife (irritably, after Service). “It's ¥O USE YOUR WEARING THOSE BLUE GLASSES, JOHN, IF YOU WILL snore!” 


A VALETUDINARIAN’S VALENTINE. 


Ir you were hoping, Pay.uis, to receive 

On Thursday instant, by the Love-God’s post, 
Endorsement of the vows I pledged one eve 

Last August, on our bracing British coast, 
Forgive me, if I send no Cupid’s knot 

Nor toasted hearts, like savouries of fried roe, 
To symbolise a passion soon forgot 

When summer languished, and we left the Hydro: 
Where is the ozone now to fire my blood ? 
Where are those beneficial baths of mud ? 


Our pulses echoed to the breakers’ shout, 
The pine woods were a tonic when we kissed, 

The saline breezes cleared our heads from doubt, 
The management controlled our diet-list. 

What pain to think of those salubrious meals, 
The cream, the eggs (our landlord kept his own hens 

Now as I sit and shake from head to heels, 
Expecting asthma, et lignum reponens : 

What pain to dream of tender smile and tiff 

When Love's receptacle is frozen stiff! 


Perhaps, when earth disdains the icy lumps 

That Winter squanders from her wastrel stores, 
And Pheebus’ radiating process pumps 
The circulation through my cardiac pores, 


When Summer, ornamenting bower and brake, 
To Nature’s canvas has appended “ pinxit,” 
And that electric course he bids me take 
Has proved the curative my doctor thinks it, 
There may, but, mind, I do not say there will, 
Be symptoms of the old internal thrill. 


Till then the incident must count as past : 

Yet murmur not at man’s ingratitude : 
Transfer your protest to the stormy blast, 

And leave me to concoct my patent food. 
I foster relics of the sweet complaint, 

I keep that lock of hair you kindly scissored, 
But if the feast-day of our amorous saint 

Must fall inside a month of frost and blizzard, 
The proper day, my dear, for Valentine 


Is surely February 29! 








Heavy Work by the Bishop. 


‘A procession was then formed, and the Bishop, carrying 
his pastoral staff, the font, reading desk, pulpit, and altar 


Birmingham Daily Post. 


“ FOR SALE.—Mahogany Sheridan Inlaid Bedroom suite.” 


Free Press. 


“ Belonging to Mrs. Malaprop ” would have added a pleasant 


touch. 
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; Lady (to new Milkman Now, Mr. Jones, I nope I caN RELY ON THE PURITY OF youR MILK. I Hap To Give up Mr. Smita BECAUSE 
' MILK BECAME TWO-THIRDS WATER,” 
Vr. Jonea. “ You CaN recy on Tuts, Mum. It’s BIN PARALYSED BY THE PUBLIC ANARCHIST.” 


Finally we have the Chemical Section :— 


ANNALS OF PHYSICAL RESEARCH ON COMMON- 


™ rear oa SUBSTANCE. °/, GLITTER. °*/, Go. 
PLACE CONCEPTIONS. (1) i . * Or a 
in sunshine 95 P00001 
| Il.—“ Tat ALL THAT GLITTERS IS NOT GOLD.” Sea-water { (2) in fo 0 000001 
Tae variety of the subjects dealt with in this research * Koh-i-noor 800 0 


necessitates the following sub-divisions : 


a nse of this last experiment I have been granted 
I.—Twe Miveravocicat Resutts. 


Royal Society to defray the cost, for which 


[* Owing to the ex 
the sum of £7 by 











SuBsTance. Amount or GLITTER. Amount or GoLp. generosity I tender my best thanks. } 
Pure Gold .......00+. 100 per cent. 100 per cent. 

; yi | yet Gold 80 i 0 - — 
| ; Yk gg 100 0 THE HERALD. — 

EE Dicccccccscveses ra . 7 . ae — 
Cold pe RAEN 500 . 100 : UNWELOOME dish! my palpitating heart Y 
; Ga vk 10) 0 Thrills at the sight of thy strange, mottled hue, KG 
8" plein 1) 2 0 55 Now villainously pink, now almost blue,— 


For the substance I am indebted to Mr. W. Sixes, for the name 


Mr. Geo. R. Sims, and for the figures to my imaginati m.. | 
I1.—Tue Socotra, Sme. 

Supysectr. EXPERIMENTER °/, Gurrrer. °/, Gotp 

Smart Set Father B. Vavanan 100 0 
[with personal bias. | 

80 10 
(as recalculated by myself. | 

Vanity Fair J. Buwyay 100 0 


Mile. Firrse pe ) 


: Nopure gold 
LA FANTAISIE { 100 


Mrs. Gronpy observed 





Hall-mark infallible of rhubarb-tart. 
Alas, no tricks of culinary art 
Can render thee agreeable ; when new, 
Thou ’rt far too sour; when old and bitter, who 
Would pass his plate and risk the stringy part ? 
Yet, though I shudder when I see thee by, 
There flashes suddenly across my mind 
The thought that thou, base subject of my rhymes, | @ 
Art the sweet harbinger of warmer times ; 
And thereupon I gulp thee down and cry, “TI 
“When Rhubarb comes, can Spring be far behind ?” 
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WILL THEY BELL THE CAT? 


he mice resolved, in solemn conclave, to hang a bell about the neck of the cat, as it had become a matter of ‘ grave importance’ 
to set a limit to her persecutions. But——” 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 





har wot Cid , tL ‘ 
j ny lis 
Rut w-tlapeans 2 “wy 

Jo Cake ,-S0 bt Mus Valontrw 


f Commons, Monday, Feb. 11. 

House meets to-morrow for Second 
ion of C.-B. Parliament. Seems only 
last week we were here slaving through 
A little more and we 
year round at West- 


mn Session. 
shall see the 
1 lot of men about looking up 
t lockers and the like. Came upon 
sce Akruur, passing with long stride 
s room behind the Speaxer’s Chair. 
r surprised at this early appear 
Usually thinks it time enough to 
when Questions are half over. 
Tosy, dear boy,” he said, 
s all very well in ordinary times. 
Ist how, you see, one never knows 
is. Suppose I had deferred 
appearance till to-morrow 
ive found someone else in 
of quarters of Leader of 
Just as well to be on the 
in good time—at least to begin 
Come in and have a crack.” 
hought at first he meant a biscuit 
‘nd glass of sherry wine. “Crack,” it 
ems, is Scotch, and means chat or con- 
“rsation. Shall remember this when I 
eet C.-B. Use of word casually dropped 
~ Sve him native-heath feeling.) 


Yeu 


} 
} 
I 


at 
4 








EXTRACTED FROM THE Diary or Tony, M.P. 


(Cn reranets On 


PARLIAMENTARY VALENTINES. 


“And how have things been going 
of late?” Prince Arruur asked, settling 
himself down with the small of his 
back deftly fitted in the thick part of 
cushions of armchair. ‘I’ve been a 


good deal at Whittinghame since 
Christmas. Been putting in electric 


light and entertaining my family. It 


[ mean the electric light work—very 
interesting. Haven't had time to see 
much of the papers. Hear some olf 
our fellows have been saying things 


about me, mutineering and that kind 
of thing, you know.” 

I admitted there had in 
quarters been something of the kind 
going on. 

“But you’re all right,’ I said, per 
ceiving that in spite of assumed levity 
he was uneasy in his mind. “ AusTEN 
will stand by you; has said so publicly.’ 

A bright smile illuminated the ex 
pressive countenance gazing up at me. 
“Ah!” he said, “that’s nice. To be 
patted on the back by Son AusTEN is 
all I needed to crown a career not 
absolutely unchequered. Where and 
when did he speak? Could you quote 
any particular kindness ?” 

“Yes; he said there was no one who 


certain 
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Garten tenet of Toren, & a mona” 


Aus h 


could succeed you in the Leadership of 
the Party, and if there were one he 
wouldn't.” 

Prince Arruur blushed; the 
ecstatic rubbing of his hands showed 
that the emotion was one of pleasure. 

“What is more, WaLrer Lona, speak- 
ing a day or two later, adopted and 
repeated the sentence which, to 
happier days, 


semi- 


use 

a phrase in vogue in 

crystallizes the situation.’ 
“ Warrer Lona ?” said Prince Arrnor. 


“Didn't something happen to him? 
Wasn't he brought before one of the 


Courts for what they call faking photo 
graphs —- putting Carson's head 
(igoRGE Wynpuam’s body, or was it the 
other way about ?”’ 


on 


“Neither; you've got mixed up a 
little. The photograph case is quite 
another story. Watrrer Lona merely 


expressed opinion that the defendants 
in a criminal case sub judice should have 
been convicted, more than hinting that 
Bryce was at the bottom of the plot and 
was accordingly being smuggled out of 
the country—ostensibly as Ambassador 
to Washington, actually to avoid scandal. 
Some fussy people called this contempt 
of court. Lona was hauled up before 
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three Judg Oy t for ! 
. l tongs: t ther two said | 
, ; } p ] tter 1 ¢ ol 
t gain 
Most t g said Pree 
AnrH Ly really see more of 
the | 


I added, “ that 


mu under his wing 


before taking 

\ EN assumed that you are all right 

n the Tariff (Juestion and that you 

tick to the declaration on the subject 

et forth in the ile s exchanged 
h Dow J ear 


word, a Free 
Pickwickian sen 
rmer. Only, why talk of these things 


thie 


it the present juncture? As Leader of 


()pposition my business 18 to criti 
e the Cover nt in tl House | 
(Common That is work enough fo 
ne man without calling upon him t 


make definite declarations upon abstract 
In the coming Sessi nl mean 
B doesn't 
He'll 
learn before the Session is many davs 


ld. Sorry that the preoccupation will 


puestions 
criticise pretty st idily C 


know what is in store for him 


prevent my writing any more \ ilentines 
r making speeches about Tariff Reform 
Much safer to criti DANTON, when 
isked the secret of success in life parti 
cularised audacity Mark my word 
lopy m the policy for a successful 
Leader of Opposition is to avoid eé1 
harrassing t pics seething in the minds 
f his followers, and criticise, criticise 
CTibLicise | demain Here al hook 
['ve just picked up, and now I’m her 
may as well finish. Cheerful, elevating 
Seasoned with sound phil s phy You 
shi uld get if As it ippeared be fore 
era of net-price books, you are pretty 
sure to find it in The Times Book 
Club 
What's its name?” 
Drelineourt on Death.” 
: \| Goodbye.” 
Business done. Preparing to do it. 








WANTED, A LEADER. 


Tne appeal to Unionists in the current 
National Reriew to dislodge Mr. BaLrour 
from the leadership of the 
Party has been the political sensation of 
the past fortnight. Vr. Punch’ s repre 


Unionist 


THE LONDON 
by our representative, said that he had 
not wished to prejudge the matter by 
putting forward any single name. Asa 
itter of fact, howeve 
f a dozen | liticians eminently 
jualified for the post, e.g., Sir Howarp 
| vr, Mr. Henry Crapiiy, the Editor 
f The Morning Post, the Assistant Editor 
f The Morning Post, and Mr. J. L. Garvin. 
Mr. CHAPLIN. was, pe rhaps, the finest 
orator, but Sir Howarp Vixcent’s voice, 
like that of Mr. Giapstone and Mr. Jonny 
was a priceless asset. Mr. GARvIN 
was by far the most brilliant writer living. 
The Editor of The Morning Post had a 
g intellect, a thousand times as 
great as Mr. Harpayne’s and a million 
times greater than Mr. Bryce’s. The 
Assistant Editor was a man of Napoleonic 
Failing any of these, Mr. Maxse 
said that any intelligent eel would lead 
the party with more backbone than 
Mr. Batrour. 

Mr. L. S. Amery, in reply to our re 
presentative, expressed himself fully in 
wcord with Mr. Maxse, that if the 
Unionist Party was to extricate itself 
from the x] ugh of despond into which 
it had fallen, it must find a new Leader 

young, dauntless, alert and inflexible. 
‘For my own part,” continued Mr. 
Amery, “ J think that no one has a better 
claim to the post than Mr. Maxse him 
self. His vigour, his splendid command 
of invective, his relentless antagonism to 
the official Mandarinate, mark him out for 
the post. His very name Leo, again, is 
an omen of success, for what are lions in 
our path if we havea lion to lead us ?” 

Sir Gitpert Parker said that while 
youth and intrepidity were splendid 
qualities, the ripe wisdom of a Nestor 
was not to be sniffed at. Personally he 
would be best pleased if they could 
induce Sir Henry Howarrn to re-enter 
the arena once more and devote his 
mammoth mind to the reorganisation 
of their shattered forces. He felt 
strongly with Mr. Maxse that at all 
hazards the Unionist Mandarins must 
be hurled from power, and who was 
better fitted to lead the onslaught 
than the veteran historian of the 
Mongols ? 

Professor Hewrys, the eminent econo- 
mist, was of opinion that they wanted a 
man of greater magnetism and charm of 
personality than their present Leader. 
The party was weary of dialectics: they 
wanted a popular hero, like Mr. C. B. 
I'ry—whose first two initials, he believed, 
quite belied his real sentiments 
‘Tnomas Lipton. If the Radicals decided 


r, there were at 


igantn 


genius. 


CHAR 


or Sir 


IVARI. [Fesrvary 13, 1907 
highly emotional and _ susceptibk 
dramatic impressions. A_ good 
could play upon them like an old f 

| Mr. Grorce ALEXANDER was the very 

| to keep the House in order. His access 
lto office would, of course, restrict 
| appearances on the boards to mali 
but he felt sure that Mr. Arex, 
would not refuse the clear call of 
countrymen, or neglect the proy 
encouragement of the lines: 





‘Like ALEXANDER I will reign, 
And I will reign alone.” 

Mr. Henxniker Heaton strongly bach 
the claims of Sir Gupert Parker. 
appointment would be enthusiastic 
welcomed in the Colonies, and, after 
the change would not be violent, as 
name contained the same number 
syllables and letters as that of Arn 
BALFOUR, 

Later.— The divergence of opinion 
closed in the opinions cited above 
happily been dispelled by an unexpect 
and welcome event—-the retirement { 
the wrestling arena of Hackenscu 
In last Friday’s Chronicle the Russ 
Lion stated that he was going to g 
up the showman side of his life. 
made enough money,” he explained 
keep myself in comfort for the rest 
my life, but I’d like to be doing s 
thing.... Ihave many friends all 
England. If I were not a Russia 
Ishould like to be an Englishn 
| Within a few hours of the appearanc’ 
ithis momentous declaration, a repr 
| sentative deputation of Tariff Refon 
| waited on the great wrestler, and 1 
him a formal offer of the Unionist |:a 
ship. The negotiations have not yet ly 
concluded, but we have good reason t 
| lieve that they will result in the accepta! 
lof the offer subject to certain conditi 
| These are, briefly, the assumption 
| Hackenscumipt of a surname less li! 
| to suggest membership of the Col 
|Club or sympathy with the Potsd 
|Party in the present Cabinet, and 
solemn engagement that, in all contest 
lon the floor of the House, the 1 
|Leader will entirely refrain from 
trickery of the Jiu-Jitsu style affect 
| by his predecessor, and confine hims 
lexclusively to the — straightforv 
|methods of the Cumberland scho 
Mr. Leo Maxse, who has taken a lead 
part in the negotiations, is natur 
delighted with the prospect of secur 
a first-rate fighting man to lead 
Tariff Reformers to victory. As 
observed to our representative, “\ 
|of the Ministerial Mandarins could stat 





sentative, having called on a number of | to continue the policy of “ Filling up the | up to Hackenscumipt for one momet! 


representative p liticians, has been abl 
to elicit from them the following valu 
able expressions of opinion on this 
burning question. 


Mr. L. J. Maxsr, the Editor of The 


National Review, on being approached | House of Commons was full of new men, 


Cup,” Sir THomas was clearly the man 
to lift it. 


| The Editor of The Morning Post 


expressed his conviction that a complete 


| oh. ms ns 
|change was necessary. The present 


still presents some difficulties.” 


His lungs are as splendid as his muscl# 
and I feel sure that he has in himt 
makings of asecond Pitrr. A seat ¥! 
lof course be found for him with 
delay, but the question of his costu™ 
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A ity soon 
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i seeking what they might devour, 
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i lion, tired of being dead, 


incident within my text 


y soon began to suffer pain. 
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“THE MERCIFUL MAN 
“HANG IT 


THE 


M. F. H. (just moving off from Meet at his own house 
Monsieur d'Haricot. “ YouR GRASS IT VILL 


ALL, SIR, 


GROW AGAIN ; FEET OF MY 

Each cried, “I cannot wag my tail, 

It must have been The Daily Pail. 

“ Alack a day, ah, woe 

I ve supped on New Theologee.” 

Said No. L.: “ Look out for squalls, 

I’m full of fighting Music-halls.” 

Said No. IL: 

There 
Burns.” 

af really fear,” said No. LIL, 

‘These earthquakes will demolish me. 

Quoth No. IV., with pained surprise, 

‘| must have swallowed several lies.” 


LEGEND OF TRAFALGAR 
SQUARE. | 

3 a noble beast 
frightened in the least. 


is me, 


ble beast is rather rare, 
tat ’s Trafalgar Square. . 
lives and learns, 


at my heart 


“(One 


, yr 
something 





mber is exactly four, s that 


know why there are not more. 
up one night and shook its head. 


ed the 1st of April next. 





They crawled back to the S Square again, 


lt YTV ‘ oy ¢ 2 
» hungry that they ate They turned upon their backs and then 


r benighted Suffragette, 
| 


| 


. Each groaned and peacefully expired, 
ng stranger raised a shout, Witch on 1s, perhaps, to be desired. | 
| 


were so very few about. . 
Next day the Press, the truth to shirk, 
Said anarchists had been at work. 

met a man of temper sour, 





t his living, more or less, 
ting for the Yellow Press. 


COMPENSATION QUIBBLES. 
(Decisions by Our Legal Expert.) 
Te MANAGER OF THE Spiitz: “ One of 

our ‘ buttons’ is fifteen years old and his 
voice is about to crack. If it breaks 
suddenly while he is in our employ, to 
what amount are we liable?” 


when stricken with alarm, 


i papers on his arm. 


ate him. Sad to tell, 
ite the Yellow Press as well. 


fleeting was their fancied gain! 





"ORSE 


OCCASION lly, 





Half value. If a crack voice, you_will 
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DON'T RIDE ON THE GRASS! 


NEVARE ! 


basis. 


‘ARUSO Safer to 
get a dumb waiter. 


be liable 


dismiss him and 


Tue Wier or a Cuurcuwarpen: “If 
my lady-help should injure herself while 
carrying up coals, scrubbing the front 
door steps or sweeping the 
should L have to pay her compensation ? 
She receive her on 


on ( 


chimneys, 
has no salary, as | 
mutual terms. 

oe y licately 


do consent 


would no 
half salary 


she 


off re d, 


to receive 


>I dh iring period of illness, 


Masor-GeneraL, BrecknocksHire Rouaca 
Ripers (Retired): “ I give dinner-parties 
and hire my greengrocer to 
wait at table. He invariably wears an 

old-fashioned dress-coat with tails reach 
the and he invariably 
trips over them. If the scoundrel falls 
and breaks his leg, am I liable?” 

Yes. Insist on his wearing an Eton 
jacket. 


Mrs. 


LANcs 


ing to ground, 


Suarrer - Goria, Accrington 
‘I can never manage to keep 
servants long, though I am sure I treat 
them most considerately. Last year | 
had eighty-seven cooks and at least as 
many housemaids and parlourmaids, If 
I have to take out a separate policy for 
each it will be ruinously expensive. 
What should I do?” 
Emigrate. 
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THE PERFECT WOMAN. 
Il. 

Tue room was crowded. My partner 
ind I were just taking Grassy Corner 
beautifully, when I had the bad luck 
to catch a crab, and in another second 
we were bumped. I threw up my hand. 

All right,” I said, and we steered for 
the bank at once. 

“I’m fearfully sorry,” I said to my 
partner, who had the most glorious eyes 
| have ever seen (not that it matters), 

but I seem to have the rottenest luck 
At other 
looked up at me. 

“Why, of course, itis you! I might 
have gi ssec 

“Yes, didn’t you know? I knew at 
once. How are you getting on?” 

“Oh, all right, thanks.” 

She looked vaguely round the room, 
while | wondered to myself where I had 
seen her before. 


whenever I dance with you. 


times , she 


‘You remember,” she began, * how 
last time you told me about the Zancias 
and the Channel Tunnel, and said that 
to every pro-Tunnel there were 81,937 
anti-Tunnels ?” 

“Oh, you mustn’t believe everything 
[ say,” | remonstrated. “It may pos 
sibly have been 81,936, or even oy 

“Oh, but I do believe you implicitly.” 


“Do you really?” I said, eagerly. | 


” 


“Then L’li tell you some more. 

“You see, you told me what all the 
best people were doing about the Tunnel, 
and the Zancias, and so on, and I found 
it was absolutely true what you said. 
And now I want to know some more 
things, because, of course, such a famous 
statistician as yourself z 

“I say,” | interrupted, “did I tell you 
last time I was a statistician ?” 

“Yes. Aren't you?” 

“Oh, it’s only that it was rather a 


secret. You see, my family—I mean 
the profession isn’t what it was of 
course, | don’t mind you knowing, but 
don't Oh, well, never mind. Do 


let me help you again if I can.” 
“T wish you would,” she said. “I’ve 
been most awfully bothered lately, what 


with the New Theology and the Music- | 


hall War and things. I simply haven't 
known what side to take. But of course 
it’s too late for that now.” 


“Not if you live in the country. If| 


you live in the country or in the suburbs, 
it is not yet too late to observe cleverly 
that the New Theology is neither new 
nor theology.” 

“Ah! Is that all there is to say 
about it?” 

“Pretty well. Mr. Camppett’s name, 
of course, you will only mention in 


whispers, or in company with Mr. | 


Brrreit’s. Two godless men.” 





“ Are these really your own views?” 
she asked. 

“A statistician,” I said importantly, 
“never allows his own private views to 
interfere with his scientific researches. 
\I gathered that you wished to know 
| what all the best people were saying and 
doing about these matters.” 

“Yes. That's it. I want to be the 
right thing, you know. I’m not a Pro- 





| Boer.’ 
af No, no. I quite understand. Well, 
'then we come to the Music-hall War. 
| That is just over; but still, the question 
| might arise. What have you been doing 
labout it ?” 

| “I’ve just had to say that I don’t 
know anything about music-halls.” 

“No. Well, it is difficult. On the 
one hand the artistes are going in for 
| peaceful picketing.” 
| “ Whatever ’s that ?” 

“Oh, the very dickens. What Socialists 
do. Horrible!... But then, on the 
other hand, they have done a tremendous 
lot for the Cause in their time. If you 
will believe me, G. E., they think nothing 
of saying ‘Good old Jor’ in the middle 

lof a turn! And the jokes they ve had 
about Joun Burns!... So you see how 
difficult it is.” 
| “But it’s all over now, isn’t it?” 

“] suppose it is. Anyhow, my advice 
to you, G. E., is to pretend that it is. I 
| think that’s your line. Yes, I must 
own you've been one too many for the 
statistician this time.” 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


| 


| G. E. smiled brightly, and shook her 
| head in denial of this. 
‘Not at all. You’ve been splendid. 

But now we come to the great thing 

lof all.” She lowered her voice. “ What 

lisa Wastrel? Am I one?” 

| I raised my hands in horror. 

| “Never!” I cried. “Oh, my dear 
girl! The Wastrels! The L.C.C.! 
Who was ’t betrayed the Capitol ? The 
L.C.C, ! Who lost Mark Antony the 
world? The LC.C.! Who was the 
cause of a long ten years’ war, and 

laid at last old Troy in ashes? The 
L.C.C.! Destructive, damnable, deceit- 

lful L.C.C,!” 

s ‘But that doesn’t answer my ques- 

| tion. 

| “Tn talking of the L.C.C. we don't 

lanswer questions. We simply make 

| ejaculations. However I will make an 

|exception in your case. A wastrel is a 

Progressive member of the L.C.C.” 

| “And I’m against that?” 


Please ! e 


“Oh, yes, yes. . . Let me 
tell you a story. 
blind boy who lived at Norbury, where 
the bricks come from, or, rather, don’t 
come from. And one day his father 
said to him, ‘ Pray, who has been cutting 
down my plane tree?’ and GrorcE said, 


G. E. (as I called her) looked down|‘ Father, | cannot tell a lie; I did it 
with my little blanket.’ And they lived 


thoughtfully. 


There was once a little | 
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happy ever after at Edmonton . . , J 
you catch the idea?” 

“T’m afraid I don’t quite.” 

“ Well, all you've got to say is: ‘Hoy 
anyone could be anything else afte 
that scandal about - and then y 
put in any one of the nouns from tha 
little story I’ve just told you. 1’ wri 
it out for you.” 

“That would be kind of you.” 

“Not at all. I like helping you. |: 
there anything else?” 

“Nothing more to-day, thank y 
Here comes my partner.” 

I bowed, and went in search of 1 
own partner. By-and-by I found ly 
She was very, very plain, and, as I dis 
covered when we began to dance, quit 
lame in one leg. 

“ Were you ever at school in Edmao 


ton?” I asked. 








PATERFAMILIAS ADVERTISES 
WANTED, a plain, old-fashioned scho 
where no golf or new accomplishment: 
are taught, but where now and thi 
some education is given, and where t 
Head Mistress is occasionally out 
temper and sometimes punishes. } 
in a site with fine view of the sea 
overlooking any “Garden of England 
but a school of the old sort, where, during 
a few hours, rudiments may be acquir 
The advertiser wishes for this, as | 
girls now return home able to break lus 
limbs at Jiu Jitsu, and he has _becor 
pre-historic in their presence. fis 
pocket also suffers. No principal hol! 

ing “highest diplomas,” assisted 
“French and other resident certificate 
masters,” need apply, but simply » 
plain, homely woman of strong wil 
The advertiser hopes that in this wa 
his self-respect may be regained. 














A Suggestion. 
Let it be granted - 

(1) That the House of Lords must g 
Cf. Mr. Lloyd-George.) 

(2) That a Second Chamber is ess 
tial. (Cf. Mr. Winston Churel 
on the Transvaal Constitution. 

(3) That Women are as fit to gov 

as Men. (Cf. Miss Pankhurst. 
It follows there fore : 

That the right and proper thing to ¢ 

is to replace the House of Lords | 


a House of Ladies. Q. E. D 





| ney can see a joke at Whitefiel 
Tabernacle as quickly as at the Th 
lor anywhere else. The close of 

|Oxiver Loper’s address there on ti 
|‘ Ascent and Fall of Man” is reporte’ 


| by the Daily Dispatch as follows :— 


Gir 


“Man was no longer the slave of his passi0™ 
but the master of his actions. (Laughter 
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of language may ensue such as this 
CHARIVARIA. country has never yet heard. 

Lapy Frances Batrour is to give a —— 
lecture on the House of Lords at Camel-| The “Church Cough” has been re- 
ford House, Park Lane, on the 20th inst.| ceiving the attention of The British 
It is proposed to have a few Peers on | Medical Journal. It is certainly desir- 
view —unless, of course, they should have | able that a cure should be found, for it 
heen abolished before that date. jcannot be gainsaid that the coughers 
-—— |are responsible for causing many of the 
The visit of the Duke and Duchess of | other worshippers to spend a sleepless 
LancasTeR to Paris was such a success | morning in church. 
that, upon their return to this country, | 
they were hailed as King and Queen of | 
E-NGLAND. 


We have not had to wait long to see 
‘the result of the infusion of American 
| blood into The Daily Mail staff. One 
The Russian Government, which sum-| of the new features, curiously enough, 
moned the Peace Conference, is, it is'is the introduction into the text of a 


JONDON CHARIVARI. 
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A valuable rubber mat weighing 30 Ib. | 
and measuring 8 ft. by 3 ft. has been 
stolen from the Embankment entrance 
of the Savoy Hotel. Its disappearance | 
is a mystery, and further thefts being 
feared, the two little page boys who are 
on duty at the door are, we hear, to 
be chained to the walls of the building | 
as a measure of precaution. 





stated, opposed to 


The news that the price of castor-oil 
is rising has been received with the 
greatest enthusiasm in nurseries through 
out the kingdom, and the wish has even 
been expressed that it may 


become | 
pre hibitive. 





Two disused 





disarmament. 
President Roose- 
VELT is sitting for a 
full-length portrait 
to be presented to 
the Peace Palace at 
the Hague. Some 
difficulty, we under- 
stand, is being ex- 
perienced by the 
painter owing to 
the President’s pug- 
nacious type of face, 
into which it seems 
to be impossible to 
coax the appro- 
priate lamb - like 
expression. 


As an act of 
courtesy to foreign 
two weeks’ 

tice was given of 
the intention to test 
the efficiency of the 


spies 





lighthouses were | 
offered for sale by 
auction last week. 
Although it was | 
pointed out that 
they would form 
ideal residences for 
exceptionally tall 
persons, only one 
found a purchaser. 


Mr. Gnreia, the 
gentleman whom | 
Miss Bitiinaton, the 
Suffragette, has 
married, will, it is 
said, take the name 
BILLInGTon-Greia 
though this, we be 
lieve, is only a com 
promise. 


We should not | 
be altogether sur 
prised if the Govern 
ment were to have 








Medway boom de- 


lence on Feb. 14. 


Algey (who is having a private lesson in the noble art, for the first time, from the Bermondsey 


Basher). “ You mustx’T MIND IF I HIT YOU RATHER HARD, YOU KNOW. 


The Rifle Club =8®4T!c Jounte.” 


movement continues to spread. In some 
houses there are even kitchen ranges. 


A gentleman has proposed that a 
million pounds be spent in buying the 
Zancias’ secret for the British nation. 
lt is thought that, if the money were 


found, the Zancics might be persuaded. 


The Daily Mirror reports a rescue, 
during the Jamaican earthquake, which 
was in danger of passing unrecorded. 
After the Conference Hall was wrecked 
the Earl of Dupiey returned to the plat- 
form for his hat and umbrella. 

_A proposal is before the Corporation 
! the City of London to remove the 
fish market from Billingsgate to Shad- 
well. Billingsgate is, in consequence, 
up in arms, and, should the project be 
persisted in, it is feared that an outburst 


series of portraits of persons suffering, 
not as one might have expected from 

yellow fever, but apparently from spotted 
fever. ase 

“ New 
This 


The Times is advertising 
Guinea Cannibals” for 4s. 3d. 
is certainly a big reduction. 

We are informed by the editor of 
Men’s Wear that purple will be the 
fashionable colour for male clothes in 
the coming season. This reminds us 
that several candidates for the L.C.C. are 
said to be ordering egg-colour suits for use 
when they appear on a public platform. 


A man who sneezed while being shaved 
at Newark had the end of his nose cut 
off by the upturned razor, but the barber 
only charged him the ordinary price for 
a shave. 


a fall over the licens 

ing question. It | 
may abolish the 
Army, and the | 
Navy, and the Lords (and even the | 
Commons), and nothing much be said | 
about it, but if it should dare to lay | 
hands on the Nation’s Beer 


I AM SUCH A BEASTLY 








The New Theology. 
“ Theology (see Fiction),” 
Catalogue. 
“ Aquinas, a Commentary on the Four 
Genie (Vol. I. a little cracked). 
Somebody else’s Catalogue. 


Mudie's 


Commercial Candour. 
Tue following cooms from Sheffield : 


“ Large reductions in Our prices. Something | 
too good to be true,” 


Tis headline catches the eye :— 
“His WatTcH STOLEN WHILE prvaoED.” 
Well, it can’t have been the best 
butter. 
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And then was drowned with all his house, the case w: axed | 
OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. still more thrilling, 0 
, : For though the youngster now became to untold wealth the heir. 
By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) A sort of Astor-Vanderbilt-cum-Rothschild millionaire), 
CJ ENTLE WEN said I, waving hand at my constituents, He couldn't claim his heritage, through being in this mess, 
the well-kr is of the poet Gopotrnis ~_as Gopotpu~s And thus, although a millionaire, he still was penniless, 
truly Bu p, Bexnam, you'll find hin under ‘G.  Until—well, if you want to know, you’ve only got to look 
0 \\ : Thanks !)- Ge ntlemen. did not In Davin Curistre Murray's Jast sensational new book. 
Gopo.t expr nly what is in the hearts of all of us ‘ 
; to~da | ind here [ repeated the beautiful Although on the whole I found Mr. Horace Wynpnaw’s 
it i wor 1 f ell Rook of Quotation g, by book. The Flare of the Footlight CGFRANT RIcHARDS ,2a trifle 
W. G y B *, p. 145. “Nor is this feeling,” I con- dull, I feel bound to say that I know a good deal more about 
t a com! ! niv t t inhabitants of our Free Trade the stage than | did before | read it. | have learned that 
England. How does the inspiring message of the German | all actors, excepting, of course, the hero and his friend, call 
, ; | 1080] her run ? How. | ask you —” (I mean vou, Be NHAM ; each other * dear boy,” and that all actresses are hopelessly | 
' t’s in the Prove ection Laol sharp) ‘how, I ask you jealous of each other. All, that is, excepting the charming 
1 he phra this same thought? Was it not thus: | heroine, who “had dreamed dreams—dear delightful dreams 
Gliicklich ist, wer vergisst, was nicht zu dndern ist.’ (Am | of winning success and recognition—and watched them fade os 
I right, Sir? TI you.*) Gentlemen,” 1 went on, slowly and then flicker out altogether.” But then “the 
: j ming to it, “was it not Tuomas Oversury who remarked vitiating atmosphere of the footlights had passed her by 
ii .. To paraphrase Roserr Cracos Nucent ... It unseathed. She was as different from the average actress as 
; vas this that Oecleve, or (as he is more generally called) it was possible to conceive. Beauty, grace, charm, and 
, Hoeeleve, meant when he spoke y freshness all seemed part of 
j fthe. yee Constance Assheton’s nature.” 
“Mr. Towson,” said the So that, putting two and tw 
) 4! Bumphrook Warrior next day together, and adding the proper 
; ispeech full of apt allu melodramatic atmosphere, you 
; n and quotation, pointed can get a pretty good idea of 
; if it the Government was the truth. Another character 
{ country But i istic of actors is their way n | 
ocl n of my study | repeating their own and eac 
natted mv invaluable Cassell other's quips in almost - 
ij d called upon Heaven to re same words. Several of Mr 
rd Mr. W. Gurexey Bennan WywbiaM’s people do this, and 
: » ° > 
. as he also does if himself 
. Many vears’ close associa the narrative parts of the story 
: tion with Parliame ntary affairs I judge that he is closely con 
has made me familiar with nected with the Profession. 
the literature of Blue Books 
i, but I never before came “ Already to fresh “woods 
ere ee sone so charming as that fe and pastures new,” said I t 
or lish d at the sign of the Startled Labourer (who has just skipped out of the way of a falling myself (the jest being an old 
Green Sheaf, 3. Park Mansions block of atone about three tona in weight ag Be A BIT MORE CAREFUL UP one), on receiving yet another 
Arcade Knightsbridge. Tales oy aa eee a Ole be ie meee et be 
from My Garden is the title Pasture. For it seemed only 
it bears, its compiler being Miss Laurence Atma Tapema.| yesterday that I had read The Little Squire, and I was 
They are genuine fairy tales of the old high mark of excel-| concerned for the author's health. However a glance at thi 
le nce The writing | “ ks easy ; the actual difficulty of work- title page reve: ale d the fact that ( ‘athe rine of Calais (SMITH, 
manship is indicated in the failure marked by the third story, | Eber) was only new in the sense of being a new edition 
which is rather gruesome and altogether incomprehensible. | and I breathed again. To most of us Calais is a place either 
lhe first two, “The Gardener” and “The New Heart,” are|of gloomy forebodings or of shamefaced, semi-conscious 
gems of design and workmanship, reminiscent in these} relief, according as we are travelling north or south. But 
i jualities of some of Miss Atma Tapema’s father’s masterpieces | Catherine actually lived there, and often formed one of thi ; 
n another school of art. little crowd which assembles to watch the arrival th 
eho. Dover boat. There, on the pier, she met her fate, in th 
= i. os , , shape of elderly but virtuous baronet. In due time shy 
The Pennile Millionaire (Jous Loxa) was the wealthiest | saalisted him, and bee ame the mistress of Welwvsbere Abbey ‘ 
" kind of Jew, ’ lone of the stateliest of the stately homes of England. Th: 
ey Who went and married a Gentile wife (a thing they some i vest of her life. till the premature death of Sir Philip, was 
times do | spent in trying to find thes key to her hushand’s heart and in t 
(nd, being disinherited, he then, poor foolish lad, | making good her position amongst his rather smart friends 
; Purloined a sacred Chinese gem, which in itself was bad, | ie BD P } wied i besa f 
But, what was worse, he found the gem was far too = mm SS th SAS BES Cecceeces I Weg OS C 
; pasar , 5 bis | these materials a very readable story. f | 
— worser still, he was kidnapped in a low-down opium-hell, | Literary Mote. Py 
; And there was bound and tortured by the heathen Chinese . he 
gent ® WE understand that a biography of the late General Tow t 
Whose property he'd borrowed without asking his consent. Pau = = a preparation under the general editorship of Mr. ‘. 
Now when his father cut him off, without the normal shilling, ( LEMENT SHORTER, to which Mr. G. W. SMALLEY, Mrs. ARCHIBALD —% 
Littie, Canon Kwox Lirrie, Mr. Wittiam Swat, R.I., Sir Ravra ak 


© Datas.— Quotation not given by Mr. Beynam. 


| Lirrter and several Wee Kirk ministers will contribute. 





